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T!>e mojl Umentahk Trdgedtt 

Entrer Trier wttb Lanthorne, Crowe, 
a>;d Spade. 

Trier. S. Frances be my fpeedc, bow oft to night 
Hauc my old feet (tumbled at graucs i Whocs there ? 

Man. Heercsone, a friend, and one that knowes you well 

frier. BlilTc be vpon you. Tell me good my friend 
What torch is yond that vainly lends his Jighc 
To grubs and ey elefTe fculles : as 1 difcernc, 
It burnetii in the Capets monument. 

Man. 1 1 doth fo holy fir, and thcrcs my maifter, one that von 

ivian % x\omeo. 

Trter. How long hath he bin there ? 

Alan. Full halfe an houre. 

Frier. Go with me to the Vault. 

Man. I dare not fir. 
My Matter knowes not but I am gone hence, 
And fcarcfully did menace me with death 
If I did ftay to lookc on his entcnts. 

frier. Stay then ile go alone, feare comes vpon me. 

0 much I feare fome ill vnthnftie thing. 

As I did flccpe vnder this yong tree heere* 

1 dreampt my maifter and another fought, 
And that my maittcr flew him. 

Trier. %*meo. 
Alack alack, what bloud is this which Haines 
The ftony<nt*«0€eofthis Sepulchre* 
What meanc thcie raaifterlcflc and goarie fwords 
To lie difcolour^d by this place of peace i 
%omeo, oh p 4 { c / ^ho elfe, what Tarn toof 
And fW^ i n y 0U J >ih what an vrikind howcr 
^guiltie off,.; r^T^ttOle chance i 
The Lady V r 

IuU. Ocpfnu (teMc Frier, where is my Lord? 
I do remember well where I fiiould be : . 
And there I am, ?Aicre is my to ? 

trier. I hcarc&mcnoyfe Lady, come from that ncft 
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Of death, contagion, and vnnaturall fleepe, 
A greater power then wc can contradift 
Hath thwarted our intents, come, come awaf, 

Thy husband in thy bofome there lies dead s 55 

And ?*ru too, come ile difpofc of thee, 

Among aSifterhood of holy Nunnes : 

Stay not to queftion, for the watch is corommg, 

Cornc go good Met, I dare no longer ftay. 

Mi. Go get thee hence, for I will not sway. 
Whats heere I a cup ciofd in my true loues hand I 
Poifon I feehathbin his timeleiTeend : 
O churlc, drunke all, and left no friendly drop 
To heipnie 

after, I will kifTe thy lips, 6 
Happhe fome poyfon yet doth hang on them, 

To make me dye with a rcftoratiuc. l6? 
Thy hps arc warmc. 

Enter Boy and Watch. |68 

Watch Xt^t boy, which way. 

M YcanoifeUhenilcbcbricfcOhappydaggct 

This is thy (heath, there ruft and let me dye. , 
Watch boy. This is the place there where the torch doth burn* 
Watch. The ground is bloudie,fearch about the Churchyard. 

Go fome of you, who ere you find attach. 

Pittifullfi2;ht, heerclics theCounticflaine, 

And Iuliet blccding.warmc, and newliedead : 

Who heere hath laine this two daies buried. 

Go tell the Prince, runne to the Capn/ets, 

Raifc vp the Momtagues, fome others fcarch, 

We fee the ground whereon thefe woes do lyc, 

But the true ground of all thefe piteous woes 1 
We cannot without circumftance defcry. 
Enter Romeo s man. 
Watch. Hcres Romeos man,we found him in the Churchyard, 
Cbief.watch. Holdhiminfafctie till the Prince come hither. 
Enter Trier, andanother -Watchman. 



